e chlef exeentive said: “I am
e Hondly, Gevernor of Ohlo” The
pked him over calmly and rs
: MWell, what d've want me to do
¥ The Governor went moeek'y
podi—St. Panl Ploneer Pross,

—
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‘A l;osltlve

CURE FOR

CATARRH
Ely's Cream Balm

Ts quiekly ubsorbed.
Gives Rolie! al Onca.
It cleanses, soothes,
“heals and protecta
the membrane, It enres Oatarrh
o iway n Oold in the Hoad quickly,
ﬂt%.mm Taste “I‘:y Bm:“

or by mail;
M'rial e 10 cta. -Ifhu
Bfothers, 56 Warren Blreot, New York,

and

Reputndion,
oo Officer—1Ilnve you ever beon a
te for offico? et &

imon (who hus been arrested for
derly’ condacH-——Ooce, many years

K bﬂm—ﬁory. ‘sir, but we shall
[to tnke wéur Bertillon measure

Worth Knowing.,
hat Alloock's Plasters are the highest
0 Ida] selence nnd, skill, and in
ng method ‘ﬂl‘t pu?r been
A4

o 3 {1
Thay they are the original and genuine
' N:ltﬁ:n wpon whose reputation
ors_ trade. ,
they uever tall to petform their
I work guickly and effectually,
for Weak Back, Rheumntism,
“Oulds, Lung Trouble, Strains and all Lo-
jeal Pains they are mvaluable.
That' when yoa All

at ; cock’s Dlasters
you obglh_i_t_lu best p rs made,
Bad Break.

]
“Ba& from
highwayman, '
.“trl '
“Pretty rough,” replled the plek-
pocket. "I got snapped up an’ de judge
‘wias Just about to give me slx months
“when 1 thought U'd get off by telling
‘him I was anp lo f 1 3§
“Did de game work?"
e o 1d say mot! When he heard
b ¢ wurn leeman he gave me a year.”

de east, eh?" grested the
"How did you make

s CTIONS OF. .WESTERN
CANADA.

Magnificent Crop Retura for . the
‘rn: 1904,

'I.'bo;'manur In which the Canadlan
[West has atfracted settlers in recent
‘has cansed many of our jour-

use g current phrase, From-

ropean and from al- -
the Unlon large.
settlers have flocked to the
of Cunada, where

_open te afl who desire to avall

ushels; barley,
bushels ; and when It is con-
) that the entire population of
! provinces—as evidenced by
the quiquenninl census just completed
—l8 810,000, it 1s easily seen that
of the Canndian West I8 In Its
“potentinlitios,
feature which attracts the
Is that rallway construction Is

i

of homosteads
praivie provimess,
who Is able and
with the conditions

try, Is a great drawing card,
fincal year gathered In
additional to the West-

1 | _ 1 settlemsent (by no meaus on-
< I{klﬂ'ﬂ 100 acres free, except
en

the United Siutes,
~ The further fact, na Is strougly
; out by the agent of the Cana-

Government, whose address ap-
% elsewhore, that o splendid com-

lla throughout the entire country,
1 of nceess in even the most
o % s another great In.

of his famlly In mind,

lpdwillcmhlltnvandun 1
to

I — g raa b ekl
Termat e W AR

| ®2Between

YA wise man will
than he finds, '’

By ANTHONY HOPE

—~Francis Bacon,

Two Fires<

make more opportunities

CHAPTER 1IX.—(Continued.)

1 had nothing left to say. 1 fell back
In my chair, and gazed at the Colonel.
At the same moment s sound of rapid
wheels struck on my ears. Then T heard
the sweer, clear volee 1 khow #o well
saying :

“I'll just disturb him for A moment, Mr,
Jones. 1 want him to tear himsslf from
work for a day, and come for a ride.”

Bhe opened my door, and came swiltly
Ini. On geelng the Colonel she took In
the position, and said to that gentleman :

“Iave you told him?"

“1 have just done ae, Rignerina,'” he re-
plied,

1 had not energy enough to greet her:
po she also sat down uninvited, and took
off Ler gloves—not lazily, like the Colonel,
but with an alf as though shie wonld, i?
& man, take off her cont, to meet the
erivie more energetionlly.

At 1ast 1 said, with eonviction:

“He's & wonderful man! Ilow did you
find It out, Colonel }"

“Had Johnony Carr to dine,” sald that
worthy.

“You don't mean he trusted Johnny ¥

“Odd, fsn't it? sald (Le Colonel, “With
his experionce, too, He might have
known Johnny was an idiot, 1 suppose
there wan no one elue,"

“Ie knew," said the Signorina, “any-
one elss In the place would betray him:
he knew Johnny wouldn't if he conld
help it. He underrated your powers,
Caolanel,”

“Well," sald I, “I can't help It, ean
I? My directors will lose. The bond-
holders will loge, But how does it hurt
me 1"

The Colonel and the Signorinn both
smiled gently.

“You do it very well, Martin,” sald the
former, “but it will save time If 1 stare
that both Bignorina Nugent and mywself
are posseased of the details regarding
the—" (the Colonel paused, and strok-
ed his mustache),

“The second loan.” sald the Bignorina.

1 was less surprised at this, recollect-
Ing certain conversitions,

“Ah, and how did you find that out?"
1 asked.

“8he told me,” said the Colonel, indi:
eating his fair neighbor,

“And may I ask haw you found it out,

| Signorina?"

“The Presidont told me,” maid that
Jady. i 14 , :

“Well, an ypu 'both know, all about It,
It'n ino good Keeping up orhwnsu. It's
very kind of you.te come anfl warh me,”

“You dear good Mr. Martin," snid the
Bignorina, “our motives are not purely
those of friendship.”

“Why, how does it matter to you?"

“Slmply this," said she, “the bank and
Its excellent mannager own most of the
g:h:;: i'.rhe’g:‘]ouel and T own the rost,

re n the bank loses;

but the mlnlnl’%ﬂ the Cologe! nnd ’33
Bignorina Nugent are lost!”

I didn't know this,” I said, rathor be-
wildered

“Yes,” sald the Colonel, “when the first
loan was raised I lent him $100,000. Wa
were thick then, and I did it fa return for
my ratk and my seat in the Chamber.
Bince then I've bought up some more
shares.”

“You got them cheap, 1 suppose®™
sald 1. ]

"“Yes," ho replied, I averaged them at
about TG cents the five-doller share,”

“And what do you hold now, nominal?”

“Three hundred thousand doilars,” said
h. .hoﬂl!.

“1 understand yonr Interest in the mat-
ter. But you, Signorina?®”

The Bignorina sppeared a little em-
barrassed. But at last she broke out:

“I don't care if T do tell you. When
1 decided to stay here 1 had §50,000. e
persuaded me to put It all Into his horrid
?i::b?t;' Oh! wasn't it mean, Mr, Mar-

The, President had certainly combined
business and pleasure in this matter,

“Disgraceful !" I remarked.

“And If that goes, I am penniloss—
peaniless., And there's poor aunt. What
wil she do?”

“Never mind your aunt,” said the Colo-
nel, rather rudely. "Well,” he went on,
“you see wo're in the samo boat with you,
Mertin.”

|
i

1

| school system, practieally free, pre- |

mt to the settler who has the | guye you gol sny money, Martin?"

"Yed; and we shall soon be in the same
deep water,” said I,

“Not at all,” said the Colonel, “Finan-
elal probity is the backbone of a country,
Are we (o stand by and see Aureataland
enter on the shameful path of repudia-
tion¥"”

“Never!" erled the Signorina, leaping
up with sparkling eyes. “Neveor !"

8he Inoked enchanting, DBut business
Is business; and I sald again :

"What ave you going to do?"

“We aro going, with your help, Mar-
tin, te prevent this national disgrace, We
are going"—he lowered his volos, useless.
Iy, for the Signorinn struck in, in a high
merry tone, waving her gloves over her
head, with these remarkable words:

“Hurrah for the Revolution! Hip! hip!
burrah "

The Bignorina looked ke a Goddess of
Freedom in high spirits and a Parls bon-
not. _ﬂhe broke forth Into the “Marsell-

“For mercy's sake, be quiet I" sald Me-
Gregor, In n honrse whisper. “If they
hear you! Stop, 1 téll yon, Ohristina "

“Kindly unfold your plan, Colonel,” 1
sald. "I am aware that out here you
think little of revolutions, but to a new-
comer they appear to be matters requir
ing some management., Wou see we are
only threo"

“1 have the army with me,” sald he,
grandly.

“In the outer office?’ asked 1, indulg-
Ing In n sneer at the dimensions of the
, Aureataland foroes,

“Look bere, Martin,” he said, scowling,
“if you're coming in with us, keep your
Jokes to yonrself,"

‘Don’t quarrel, gentlemen,” maid the
Blgnorloa. *It's & waste of time. Tell
CMlm the plan, Colonel™
. 1 saw the wisdom of this advice, so 1

said:
«  "Your pardon, Colonel. But won't this
repudiation La popular with the army?
If he lets the debt glide, he can pay
them."

“Cxactly,” said he. “"Mence we must
get at them before that aspect of the
case  atrikea them, They nre literally
starvieg, and for ten dollars a man they
would wake Batan tlinsell! President.

“How much?

“Ten thousand,” 1 replied;
keaping it for the interest”

*“Ab, you won't want It mow.”

j “Yos," maid L “a little,”

for
the day 1

“I waa

here, Martin; give me that ten

l

| "'lm.lud”l shiall—for the second loan,

i

.' the troops, Stand in with
become

President 1'll

T

glve you back gour $300.000, Just look

where you stand now. [ don't want to be

rude, but lsn't it a case of —"

Y"Bome emergeney ? sald 1, thoughtfuol-
“Yes, it Is. DBut where do you sup-

——_—

Iy.

nothing of ysur own shares?"

He drow his chale closer to mine, and,
leaning forward, said :

“He's never apent the money. He's got
It sotmewhere ; much the greater part, at
longt."”

“Did Carr tell you that?"

“He didn't know for certain; but he

Besldes,” he added, “we have other rea-
wons for suspecting it. Give me the ten
theusund. You shall have your loan back,
and, If you like, you shall be minisier of
finance. We practically know the money’s
there, don't we, Rignorina?"

Hhe nodded assent.

“If we fall?" sald 1.

He drew a neat little revolver from his
pocket, placed it for a moment against
hin ear, and repocketed It,

“Most Tucldly explained, Colonel,” sald
I. “Will you give me half an hour to
think It over?"

“Nex," he maid. “You'll excuse me if
[ stay it the onter office? Of course |
trust you, Martin, but in this sort of
thing——"

YAl right, 1 see,” sald 1.
Signorina ?"

I wailt, too,” she sald.

They both rose and went out, and 1
heard them In conversation with Jones,
I sat atill, thinking hard. But searcely
a moment had passed, when 1 heard the
door behind me open, It was the Sig-
norina.  She came in, stood behind my
chalr, and, leaning over, put her arms
round my neck. 1 looked up, and saw her
face full of mischief,
“what about the
nsked,

Bewllderad with delight, and believing
I bad won her, I said;

“Your soldier till death, Signoriua™
“Bother death !" said she, saucily, “Ho-
body's going to die. We shall win, and
then xt

“And then,” maid I, ecagerly, “you'll
marry me, sweet?”

8he quietly stooped down and kissod my
lips, Then, stroking my lale, she snid;
“You're n nice boy, Jack."™

“Christinag, yon won't marey him?™
“Him?¥"

" MelQregor.,” maid 1.

“Jack,” sald sbe, whispering vow, “I
hate him!"

“Sodo I," I answered promptly, “And
If It's to win you, I'll upset a dozen presi-
deuts,"”

“Then you'll do It for me? I like to
think you'll do it for me, and not for the
money."

“1 don't mind the money coming In," I
begnn.

“*Mercenary wrotch!" she
didn't kiss youn, did 11"
“No, 1 replied: “You said you would
in a minute, when I consented.”

“Very neat, Juck," she said. Buat she
went and opened the door and called to
MeGregor, "Mr. Martin sees no objection
to the mrrangement, and he will come to
dinner to-night, ns you suggest, and taik
over the details, We're all going to make
our fortunes, Mr, Jones," she went on,
without waiting for any acceptance of her
implied Invitation, “and when we've made
oirs, we'll think about jyou and Mra
Jones," 7

I heard Jones make some nolse Inco-
herently suggestive of gratification, for
he was as bad as any of uyabout the Sig-
norina, and then 1 was left to my refloc-
tions, 'I'hese were less gombor than tha
reador would, perhaps, anticipate. True,
I was putting my head into a noose; and
il the President's hands ever found their
way to the end of the rope, I fancied he
would pull it pretty tight. But, again, 1
wans immensely in loye, and egually In
dabt, To a young man, life without love
Isn't worth much; to n man of any age,
in my opinion, life without money isn't
worth much; it becomes worth still Jess
when he is held to account for money he
ought to have. 8o I cheerfully entered
upon my biggest gamble, holding the stake
of life well risked. My pleasure in the
affair was only marred by the enforeed
partnership of McGregor, There was no
help for this, but 1 knew ho wasn't much
fonder of me than I of him, and I found
mysell gently meditating on the friction
lkely to arise between the new President
and his minlster of finance, In case our
plans succeeded. Still the Signorina hat-
od him, and by all slgns she loved me. 8o
I lay back in my chalr, and reeatled my
charmer's presence by whistling the hymn
of liberty until it was time to go' to lunch.

“And you,

rose, Jack?' she

pried.  “1

CHAPTER X.

The morning meeting had been devoted
to principles and to the awakening of
enthusingm ; in the evening the conspira-
tors condescended upon detalls, and we
held a prolonged and anxious conference
at the Bignorina's. Mrs. Carrington was
ecommandad to have a headache after din-
ner, and rotired with It to bed; and from
ten till one we sat and conapired. The
result of our dellberations was a pretty
plan, of which the main outlines were as
follows :

This was Tuesduy. On Friday night,
the Colonel, with twenty determined ruf-
fians (or resolute patriots) previously
bound to him, body and soul, by a dona-
tion of no less than fifty dollars n man,
was to surprise the Golden House, selze
the person of the President and all eash
and secarities on the premises; no killing
If it could be avoided, but on the other
hand no shilly-shally, McGregor wanted
to put the President out of the way at
onee, as a precautionary measure, but |
strongly opposed this proposal, and, find-
ing the Bignorina was aboslutely loflex-
ible on the same side, he yielded,

1 had n strong desire to be prosent at
this midnight surprise, but another duty
called for my presence. There was a
galn supper at the barracks that evens
ing. to commemorate some ineident or oths
er in the national history, and 1 was to b
present and to reply to the toast of “The
Commerce of Aurealsland” My task
was, at all hamards, to kevp this party go-
ing till the Colonel's job was done, when
he would appear at the soldlers’ quariers,
bribe In hand, and demand their alle-
glance. OQur knowledge of the character
of the troops made us regard the result
on n eertalnty, I once the President were
o prisoner and the dollars before thelr
eyen.  The Colonel and the troops were
to surround the officers’ mosaroom, and
offer them life and money, or death and
destruction, Hore sgaln we antleipated
thelr eholoe with composure, The army
war then to be paraded in the Plansa, the
town overawed or converted, and, behold,
the Revolution was sccomplished |

The success of this design entirely de-

posk you're going to ger S300LKN), to say |

told me enough to make it nlmost certain. |

A
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saovet from the ore man we fonred, and
on that one man being found alone and
ungunrded at 12 o'clock on Friday night.
If he discovered the plot, we were 4
If he took it Into his head to attend the
supper, our diffienitios would be greatly
Inereamed. At this point we turned to the
signorings, and 1 gald, brisfly :

“This 1ppenrs to be whera you come in,
Blgnorina, Parmit me to invite yon to
dine with his exevcllency on Friday ex«n-
ing at 8 preciecly,”

“You mean,” she sald slowly. “that 1
am to keop him at home on Fridag?”
| “Yes'" waid 1. “Is there any dificalty ¥

“1 do not think thers Is great diffical-
ty.” she wmaid, "but 1 don't like ir: it
looka so treacherous."

Of course it did. T dida’t like her do-
ing it myself, hut how else was D¢ Pros-
ident to be seoursd?

“Iather late to think of that, isn't
L 1t?" asked McGregor, with a sneer, *A
| revalution won't run on high emotlonal
wheels,"

“Think how he Jockeyed youn about tie
mones,” sald 1, assuming tha part of the
templer.

“Dy the way,” sald MeGregor, “it's nn:
derstood the Hignorina enters into pos-
| eemslon of the DProsident’s country willy,
| isn't 17"

Now my poor Signorina had a longirg
for that cholee Hitle retrent, and between
resentment for Ler lost money and a de-
sire for the pratty houss, she was sors
beset, Laft to herself, 1 believe she woull
hinee yislded to her better feclings and
spoiled the plot

“I'Il an It, if you'll swear not to—t»
hurt him,” she said.

“I've promised alreadys,” roplied the
Colonel, sullenly ; I won't touch him, un-
foat he brings it on himself, If he tries
to kill me, I suppose I needn’'t bare my
hronat to the blow ¥

“No, no,"” 1 interposed; “I have a re-
gard for his excellency, but we must no
lat our feelings betray us into weaknegs
e must be talken-—alive and well, i
possible—but in the last resort, dead o
alive.”

“Come, that's more llke sense malé
the Colonel, approvingly.

The Signorivn sighed, but opposed wy
no longer.

Neturning to ways and means, we ar-
ranged for communication in case of need
during the next three days cithout the
nocosgily of mecting. My posit.on as the
eenter of financinl business in \Whitting-
hiam wmade this casy; the passage of bank
messengers to and fro would exeita little
remark, and the messages conld easily be
56 expresacd as to revenl nothing to an
nninstructed eye. It was further agreed
that on the smallest hint of danger reach-
ing any one of us, thoe word should at
onee be pasted to the others, and we
should  rendezvous  at  the Colonel’s
Yraneh,” which lay some saven miles from
the town, Thenee, in this lamentable
cose, escape would be fmore poasible,

“And now,” salidl the Colonel, "if Mnr
tin will hand over the dollars, 1 think
that's about all."

('I'o ba continued.)

BREATHING DURING SLEEP.

Esercive, Campelling Decper Inhala-
tlom at Night, Valuahle,

The bmportance of proper vespleation
during sleep 18 dwelt upon by Dr, J. I
Kellogg In an arvtiele on “Unconsclous
Itegpiration,’ contributed to Good
Menlth. D, Kellogg notes that during
gloaplng hours the breathing movemenis
arg more superfleial and slower than
wlhen one I8 awake nnd active. The
lungs Influence the activity of every or-
gan and every cell in the body, and con-
sequently  lessened  oreathing  during
slecp slows down every function. He
£0es on ;

“It 18 necessary that activity ghould
be lodsensd In order that gleep and rest
may be seeured, but the work of the
liver, kidneys, and the repalring work
of the living cells goes on during sleup,
and this requires oxygen, Hence the
body should be supplied with an abund-
ance of frosh alr durlng sledp by proper
ventllation of the sléeplng rooms. The
Inssitnde experlenced on rising In the
morning after sleeping In a cloge, over-
heated room 18 evidence of the Injury
resulting from such practice, The tem-
perature of the sleeping room should
never be above 60 degrees F. when n
higher temperature can be avolded, and
a lower temperature will be found ben-
eficinl,  Blepping in cool alr, provided
the bhody Is kept warm, ls far more re-
freshing, Invigorating and emergizing

than In a warm atmosphere. Cold nir
has a tonle effect upon the tlssues
which {8 highly beneficial.”

The amount of alr taken In during

sleep may be remarkably Inereased, Dr.
Kellogg goes on to say, by developing
the wital enpacity and the activity of
the lungs through sullable exerclse. He
BAYE:

“An eminent! French phyelologist
found that the amount of ale taken in-
to the lungs during sleep was doubled
In students whose general breathing ca-
pacity had been Increased by exercise.
Exerclse In a gymnaslum, chopplog and
sawling wood, digglng, laundry work,
serubbing, running of errands—all sorta
of actlve housework and farm wolk—
are excellent means of developing the
chest. Any exercise which accelerates
the breating, comwpelling deep, full
breathing, Is valuable a8 a meana for
developing the lung capaclty.

“Languor, nervousness and mental
clondiness are driven away by the in-
crepsed ventllation of the body secured
by deep breathing. The pure oxygen
taken n burns up the rubblsh which
obstructsthe brainand the tissues, while
the deep-breathing movements acceler-
ate the clreulation, drawing the fmpure
blood toward the chest for purification,
and 8o clpansing ‘the tlssues of the paw-
alyzing polsong which are sure to accu-

mujate In them unless constuntly ree
moved by vigorous movement of the
blood and energetle  hreathing. The

helghtenedealor of cheeks, the Increased
luster of eye and genoeal buoyaney of
fecling which follow a brisk walk on a
frosty morning are evidences of the
benetits that are to be derlved from tak-
ing Into the boldy an Inereased sopply
of nxy=en through active breathlug.

“While the lnngs are to some extent
rubject to voluntary eontrol, their ae-
thon 1%, lke that of the heart, autowmat-
fe. Durlng steep. ns well as during the
. waking hours, thelr movements are car-
Hled on with ehythmical regularity, ex-
Leopt whes Interrupted by speech, and
| without any conscious or voluntary ef
fort.”™

| An Dthers See Us,

The Mald-—Now there's Fred Hug-
tgins, He's o man after my own Leart.

The Man—Well, he's scheduled for a
L vitter disappolntment.

The Mald—Why do you say that?

pended on its exlstence remaining o dead | The Man—Because you are heartioss

=Frank L. Stanton,

—

TO THE SUNSHINE.
I been =0 long n-waitin® on de time en on de Lide,
I better ketel de freight train ter reach de yuther side;

Fer der time’ll never heed me, en de river mighty wide,
En 1 got ter meet de sunshine n de mawnin’{

1 ben so loug a-waltin' fer de good times up de road,

I better start en meet "um—so 1 Hn' up my load ;

En I'll reach de Lan' er Promise des de hes' yon ever knowed
I got ter meet de sunshine in de mawnin'!

Oh, dey ain't no use ter tarry in de shadder-lan’ ter wait,
Fer de harrieane "Il keteh you, en de night s gittin® Inte;
I wants ter bhear de lateh clink on de hallelula gate—
I wants ter meet de sunshine In de mawnin'!

The Inheritance

of His Fathers.

WO boys they were—one lowly
ii and poor, one avistoeratle and
rich ¢
And they were both the only chil-
dren of thelr parents

Likéwlse they would each In time

come Into the inheritance of their
fathers.
The vicar, old and gray-haired,

preached a gerrios one day upon this
self-same subject—the Inheritance of
thelr fathers—ad (0000 to Impress his
congregation with the serlonsness and
Importanee of surli o succession. He
pletured to them the rich Inberitance
of nn oarthly father, who had laid by,
and saved up, that his son might one
day come into the posscssion of an in-
heritance worthy of his name and sire |
he drew the other picture—that of a
man, a wine-bibber and a glatton,
spending his days in the pursuit of
evil, and Inying up for his ehilidren and
his children's children ane Inheritance
of sln and sorrow and suffering!

The words fell on the ready ears of
n farmer, who was none too well off,
and had some difficulty in making both
ends meet. IHe sllently registered n
vow that the chubby-faced boy lying
jn his eradle In the tiled farmhouse
kitehien should never have occasion {o
blush for the inheritunce of his fathers.

The opposite side of the nisle, In his.
family pew, the sqguire of .the parish
sat quletly dozing through the.old cler-
gyman’s disconrse. What good could
It possibly do to keep him awake while
the viear lectured on morals to the
tenants and poorer hrethren? They
had need of such sermons, perhaps;

ONE POOR AND ONE RICH.

but he, with his broad acres, his well-
filled purse, nnd his nusullied name, bhe
had no need of advice from any one,

In a satin-trimmed cot, In a nursery
fit for a lord, lay his delicate baby son,
What a falr heritage would one day
be his! He c¢ould not help bimself,
the little fellow ; his father had mon-
ey aud lands to leave him, which had
no equal apywhere else in the coun-
try.

The Inheritance of his fathers!
course Gllbert would Inherlt
stick and stone, every rarthing.

The responsibility of his wealth
never troubled the squire. Ile sub-
geribed to the vartous parochial chari-
ties with many a grumble; he pald
the old vilear something over his sti-
pend every Christmas, to save the
souls of every one but himself! Did
he not nobly fulfill his responsibilities?

S0 the sermon that hot May morn-
Ing fell on his unheeding ears, and
he wished young Farmer Blatherley n
condescending “good-day™ ns he almost
rubbed shoulders with him on his way
to his carrlage, all unconscions of the
fact that the Inheritance of the poor
man’s son was likely to be a much
richer one than that of his own son!

John Blatherley picked up Lis laugh-
Ilng young son when he reached the
spotlessly clean Kitchen, glad to get
out ef the glare of the noonday sun,
And he pressed his lips to the sofi
cheek and renewed the vow he lLad
made a little earlier In the day.

Meanwhile Gllbert Dayle drove back
to his ancestral home in his luxurlous-
Iy appointed earriage, with its palr of
pranging bays.

His small son, an infant editlon of
himself, was playing with {8 nurse on
the soft green grass near the study

of
every

window, a soft, thin, white-cheeked
boy of two.
What bad been the Inherltance of

his fathers, so far? It was written on
the bahy face in Indelible lines!
“Take Master Gllbert nway, nurse,”
be commanded In harsh tones. 1 shall
be very busy this afterncon, and shall
not have tlme to see him at all, to-day.
Keep him In the nursery, please!”
» L . - . .
Left to the care of his nurses while
his father spent his time o riotons
fiving, gambling and drinking with his
friends, falsely so ealled, the squire's
only son grew to hoyhood, a puny, del
| leate thing, crippled from a fall sus
tained while out with his purse, but
| which the woman managed to conceal
from the fatber, until time had re
|mle~l it to him, and at fourteen, in
| gonsequence, barely able to walk with-
| out the nid of a crutch.
The Inheritance of his fathers!
Farmer Blatherley often  remem-
bered the words as bhe looked on the
invalld son of his richer neighbor and
| jandlord, and comparea him with his
own motherless, strong, bhealthy, hand-
some Ind. Jack Blatherley was all that
the fondest parent could desire—hap-
pr, bealthy, honest and open as the

-

day; laughterloving, painstaking, a
typleal specimen of young England at
its best, He had o mind for book-
learning, which had been his father's
before him, and knew almost as much,
from private lessons taken with the old
viear us Gilbert Dayle himself up at
the greéat big bouse on the hilltop,
where the best of tutors trled to lin-
part wisdom and the love of books to
the erippled lad!

Curlously enough, the two boys, so
different In station, character and
biealth, were the greatest of friends,
The squirve, playing cavds, and drink-
ing heavily day In awd day ovt, hardly
kunew It, or if he did, he took no no-
tice; and the friendship between the
two lads was cemented and added to
dally, as the strong, healthy, young
embryn farmer helped the delicate
scion of blue-blooded aristoeracy over
the  beather-clad  moors, where the
golden gorge waved its yvellow blooms
seaward and scented the soft alr with
Its strong perfume.

Both the boys were fond of the
sei; In storm or In ealm they loved
to gagze at its ever-chunging surface,
rippling In the sunshine or foaming
under a leaden sky.

One hot afternoon in June the two
boys elimbed the steep ascent which
led to thelr favorite seat on the heather
overlooking the bright blue bay, Gil-
bert, half-carrvied by hls strong young
friend, expostuluting to mo purpose,
It wag hollday time for them, the
tutors had gone away;: Gilbert was
thrown on his own beam-ends, his
father having no use and no desire for
the company of his erippled son.

“It's fanny,” Jack cried, as he flung
himself face downwnards on the soft
purple heather. ‘You can do as yon
like—you are rich, Gilbert, but I—
father says [ must be a farmer—and
I want to write, to be an author!"

Gilbert opened his large, sad eyes.
“PBe an author and write books?" he
ecboed in an awestruck volee; “how
clever yon are, Jack!"

“It'"s no good to be,” returned the
Ind a little bitterly, "The dad's made
up his mind that I must earry on the
farm—we have no money to waste,
you see, and so it's no use for me to
think of being anything else!"

The two boys were silent for a mo-
ment; from a distant clif a seagull
flew out, with its melancholy ery.

“Could I—give you the money, do
you think?' asked the eripple at last.
“1 have some saved saved up ln my
money box, and I shall never be good
for anything, you know. Let me glve

you enough to bhelp you - write
hooks—"
“But then there'd be the farm!”

Juck's straight brows were puckered.
“Couldn’t your father get some one
else to help him?" Gllbert's face
brightened as the ldea came to him.

Jack shook his bright head.

“Dad says It is the—inheritance of
my fathers—that, and my health and
strength—oh i

He bit his lips suddenly, as he renl-
ized that he was speaking to one with
a very different Inhertance.

“It's no use, it'll come In time—the
Hking for the life, I suppose,” he went
on  philosophleally.  “Hulloa! The
squire—-"

He broke off hurriedly, for across
the glorlous heather, In God's glorious
sunshine, ¢nme a creature that was fit
for neither man nor beast—Sqgulre
Dayle, his eyes dazed, his lips twitch.
ing mervously, his gait fawlty—drunk
at twelve In the morning!

e came uncertainly towards the
two boys—Gilbert, hls face, white with
foar; young Jack Blatherley, upright
na a rock, with his epen coumtenance
turned fearlessly toward ‘him, and his
broad shounlders sguared towards the
selk.

“Iolloa!” muttered the man with
an outh, looking at his son. *“What!
Are yvou frightened of your own father?
What have I done that I should eall
sneh n coward—son? Stand up, stand
up, and don’t look scared into the mid-
dle of next week. Do you hear?”

In o moment it had happened. The
futher, Infurluted at the sight of his
cowerlng son—Iintoxicated with drink,
beyond the controlling of his passlons
—Lit out with all his might, and Jack
wis consclous that some dark object
whizzed past blm over the edge of the
clife!

The next minute he had
Limself, With a cry, he, too, slipped
over the edge, In time to entch the
fulling bay as he londed on a small
tuft of grass,

recovered

Jaek beld on with oll his might—Uuls
hatnds were strong and big fo- his age;
his boyish lips were sel lg g deter

mined line ag he rhouted for help at
the top of his might, halr expecting
every minute to see the drunken man
ey of  them.
But po; no ong catke In answer to his
eries, and for an howe, 1n the burning
sun, he held the other boy up, a dead
welght in his arms, But the slender
gorse bush was unequal to the sirain
put upon It; the weight of  the
poys was more thun it could bear. Jack
realized this; his companion was wuch
too frightened to think of anything ex-
cept tears:

He looked at the beach below—the
eruel shingles—the awrul drop before
they could be reached. Could one drop

tnliling ovoer na top

fifty feet and reach tne ground o

two |

pafety? fe knew that It was lmpos’
sible.

Aud yet—the gorse bush conld boldl
one boy's welght. Gibert was noth-
ing; and there wam u little ledge for
him to rest on, sufficlent for one, but
not Tfor two.

Ile must drop—the bush was giving
every minnte—Glibert would be safe.

He ralsed hia bright eyes 1o the piti-
Josn skles, and then lowered them; in
the distance, very far off, he saw men
running.

“Help! Heolp!®

With one mighty effort he ralsed hia
volee and shouted, and then as the
memory of his dads words, “the inher-
Itance of his fathers” came over him,
e oves filled with tears, He would
not Inlerit—but another would! The
dad would get some ope else; his duty
Iny —elsewhere,

“Good-by, Gllbert,” pe sald, guletly.
“You stay here on this little Jedge;
keep hold of this bush, and pever turn
your eyes back. They are coming to
save us—they are quite close now;
whatever you do, hang on and never
forget me—--="

Gilbert was too frigiitened to take In
the meaning of Jack's farewell; he
only heard the tones die away In the
distance.

And Jack., breathing the one great
prayer which, whether they wiil or no,
rises to the lips of most men and wom-
en nt some time of thelr life, “Our
Father which art in lheaven,” loosed
his hold of the fraglie vranch, and

slipped—away-—down—down—inte uf-
ter darkness,
Ten minutes Iater strong hands

pulled Gilibert up on 1o the heatber
above. Farmer Blantherley sought the
side of the clif withr anxtous eyes.

“Jack ! he called ; and only the sen-
enlls answered.  “Jack!" they echoed
with mournful insistence,

leaving Gilbert in the eare of other
hands, the young fivmer made for a
gully near at hand, down which he ran
to the beacl.

e had not far to seek,
hawthorn bhad broken lis Ind's fall:
and he 1oy, white and still in - its
thorny embrace, his bright eyes turned
to the turquolse sky.

Jack Blatherley hiud come
inheritance of his [uthers.
phia Evening Telegram,

A ‘merciful

Into the
~-I’hiladel.

Raising the Meoting-Houne,

In March, 1791, the town of North-
field, New Hampshire, voted to “take
sum method to bulld a town-house or
meeting-house,” and In 1793, says the
higtorian of the town. the matter of lo-
catlon was settled, and the work be-
UL

The nails were forzed by hand on the
spot by a professionul who came with
forge and material,

The =~iing wag a great event. When
the evening shadows fell the structure
was ready for the roof. The dense for-
ost, east of the house, from whence the
Inrge beams and rafters had been tak-
en, furnigshed an ddeal place feor the
bountiful repast. An  ox cart, filled
with white und brown loaves, furnish-
ed by the good women of Bay Hill, had
appenred in good time. 1t was driven
to its place! in the shade,  The strong
arm of Captaln David Hills, supple-
mented by his limber ox-goad, was
necessary to protect the bread from
the bungry, fun-loving boys, who, no
sooner routed from a roar attack, ap-
peared in front. Meanwhile his good
wife on horseback, with babe in arms,
brought the kettle strapped behind, In
which Mother Knowles was to prepare
the fish and potato, wihich was to be
the main dish of the feast.

The morrow showed zreater enthusl-
asin and larger numoeers, The roof
timbers were easilly lifted into place,
amld cheers and jokes from the look-
ers-on, and when the ridge.pole was In
plaee one nimble lad tood on his head)
upon it with his feet i1+ the air. He had
previously distinguished himself by be-
ing the first child born in the new
town.

Another bountiful feast was served,
and the afterncon glven up to sports of
various kinds. Nimble-footed boys ran
races up the hill, and men with sacks,
of potatoes on their backs vied with
ench other In speed. ‘They wrestled,
climbed trees, lifted welghts, and car-
rled each other on their backs.

Night came all too soon, and all de-
parted to their bhomes; the master
builder and bis workmen rejoleing in n
mechanical success, the religous men
and women happy In being able to as-
sist In establishlng the preaching of the
gospel In their newly chosen home, aud
the girls and boys sure they had had
the one great time of thelr lives,

A Prophetess Confouanded,

One of the most diverting tales told
in eomnectlon with the art of anagram
mnking relates to a certain Dame
Eleanor Davles, wife of Bir Joshua
Davies. She lived in the time of
Charles 1. and was a constant croaker
and foreteller of evil. At length she
made herself so obhnoxious to the gov-
ernment that she was cited to appear
before the court of high commisslon.
fhe fancled that sbe was gifted with
prophetic powers because the letters
of Eleanor Davies formed the ana-
gram “Reveal, O Daniel,” ‘This was
not o goodd anagram, ns it used the “1"
twiee and did not employ the “s" at
nll.

She resisted all the efforts of the
hisbiops to bring her to reason, but was
nt Iast entively defeated by a witty
dean, who holsted her with her own
petard by making ano'her anngram,
not so complimentary 1o her prophetie
In=lght, “nme Bleannr Davies—never
0 mad a ladie!™® This cansed her to
doubt the reality of her own Inspira-
tiom aml so utterly Jdisconcerted her
that no more wag heard of her,

('I-nm-ullu[ n Sule Escort.

Mrs, Chatterly—Obh, Mr. Crumpet,
vou'll tuke me down to supper, won'l
| you?

! Crompet—Delighted! But may 1
ask why this bhouor falls to me?

Mrs. Chatterly—Oh, you're the only
man my husband lso’t likely to be
| Jenlous of.—Scraps.

Not Intentionnl,

Mr. Jones (rending)—Muany drowned
from a ferry boat!

Mrs, Joues—QGoodness! Married or
single?

Mr. Jones—Single—It says he fell in
agccidentally !—Puck,
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